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Rocking the boat 


Author's Notes: 
To the countless people who looked over this-I'm really genuinely sorry. 


The filming for the video was - Blixa had to admit it - better than he had expected it to be. He didn't have 
much to look forward to except annoyance - only to be lip syncing and to receive orders from the director, 
neither of which were things he'd joined this band for. Although Blixa had been begrudging the whole affair he 
had heeded Nick's orders and was eager to get back in the safety of his own environment after shooting the 


video. 


Nick was, however, clever enough to decide the night before that he would stop to get a case of wine on their 
way to the set, and so it was. After a brief conversation with the director, it was agreed that Nick and Blixa 
would drink on the set while they were being filmed. It's how his whole life has worked - always to get his way. 


By the end of the shooting, they both asked to take a break, as there was too much giggling between the two 
of them and it was nearly impossible to get them to follow the instructions. Luckily their management was on 


the set and understood what needed to be done to calm the two down. There was a moment of pregnant 


silence when they realized they had been left alone, but as soon as it sank in, Blixa smiled suggestively at Nick. 


Nick squeezed Blixa's shoulder and trailed his fingers over it, letting his hand slide down from the other man's 
shoulders and move his fingertips along his neck, and then moving upwards to touch his chin feather-like. 


He cupped Blixa's chin and watched his mouth part as he let a moan escape, before Nick closed the gap 
between their lips with a tender kiss. Blixa chuckled despite himself and there was more than the alcohol to it 
now ~- he was sure feeling giddy about Nick's flirtations. 


With clarity having been washed away since the alcohol has moved through his bloodstream, Nick was dealing 
with an uncomfortable feeling of dread - what if Blixa was mocking him for his display of affection - even if 


he did kiss him back a moment ago? He leaned back, away from Blixa, frowning. 
"Nick.. | don't understand,” Blixa whispered at him in a lukewarm, heartbroken voice. 


"Yeah, well.” Nick murmured back, his nerves very clearly heightened at the prospect of having a heart-to- 


heart with Blixa. 


"Forget it. We'll forget it ever happened" Nick said it with absolute conviction - he is doing Blixa a favour by 
not indulging further. 


"Nein," Blixa began to argue, only to find himself getting cut off by Nick - 
"Don't take it personally, Blixa," Nick said with a hint of sadness in his voice. "| have no hard feelings for you." 
"But, Ni." Blixa began, turning away in shame. 


‘Its just so easy for you, isn't it?! You think I'm playing some kind of game, when actually I'm putting 
everything at stake for you to - " Nick simply made an annoyed sound, running his hand through his own hair 


in agony. 


"What are you talking about?" Blixa interjected. He was frightened. He had no idea what he did to upset Nick like 
that, though Nick did sound wounded. He also wished Nick would pace himself down and explain what he is going 
through so that Nick wouldn't be so out of reach for him. 


"You've kissed men before, | know it because | have seen photos - or did you think | would never find out 
about it? Look, l'm just saying this will have meant nothing to you, it was stupid of me to get caught up like 


this." Nick's voice was low but gentle. 


Blixa rolled his eyes. One thing was becoming clear to him, and that is that Nick was acting jealous around him 
- to the point he was emitting this dark, possessive energy that contaminated everything around them. It 
made no sense - it's not like they were involved, and yet there was Nick, acting every bit like a lover who's 


been betrayed. Blixa let it register that Nick may have been brittle due to his state - but its not like Blixa 


himself was in any position to nurse him, either. 


Nick continued, oblivious to Blixa's concerns. "What was | thinking? You could never love me. | doubt you'll even 


consider me a friend from this day forward, Which is fair enough, | can't blame you for that." 


"Wait - Nick," Blixa wanted - needed - to stop Nick's train of thought - to stop him from getting so self- 
destructive inside his own mind, but he seemed to be lost for words. "WAIT!" 


Yelling at the top of his voice did get Nick's attention, but not in a good way - he looked alert, like he was 
getting ready to walk out or give Blixa a piece of his mind. Nevertheless, it didn't stop Blixa - 


"Look at yourself. Really, Nick? It is all about you now? What for me?" Blixa demanded. 


Nick had the idea that Blixa was getting beyond irritated, and that Blixa was not going to be diplomatic or 
graceful about this mess Nick had created single-handedly. 


Truth to be told, Nick knew that his own incompetence in this situation was going to end in this sort of 
breakdown from Blixa. Nick had hurt him unwittingly, and he didn’t believe he deserved consideration from Blixa 


now - not more than the consideration Nick was failing to give his best mate. 


Blixa's words rang clearly over his fragmented speech, which came out afflicted with emotions and 
nervousness, along with being under the influence of alcohol, just like Nick was. For once in his life, it seemed, 


Nick shut up in order to really hear Blixa, in the true sense of the word. 


"You don't think about people - you think people don't have feelings the same way you do. No.. You think | don't 
feel the way you're feeling.” 


‘Is Blixa really saying what | think he is saying? - Nick asked himself, careful not to miss any nuance in Blixa's 


voice which might reveal something. 


Blixa did not seem stunned by Nick's silence. It allowed him to gradually calm down, and phrase himself more 


softly than he'd intended to do. 


"It isn't one sided," he shook his head frustratedly. "Is it so hard to believe, ach?" He said, now quietly, aware 
that now that Nick's quiet, as was the set they were on, everything he's been saying sounded louder than it 


would have otherwise been. 


‘It is hard to believe, Blixa. You don't understand - Those words never left Nick's mouth, but maybe his stilted 


posture and facial expression gave them away anyhow. 


Blixa moved closer, moving one arm around Nick and using his more dominant arm to reach for the bottle, 
helping himself to a swig. Nick eased into Blixa's arm, putting his head close to the smaller man's chest. Blixa 
grazed the corner of Nick's lips with his thumb. 


"You -" Blixa looked at Nick, racking his brain for the right words. At that point, Nick tilted his head towards 
Blixa, eyeing him with wonder. Blixa smiled. He loved Nick's vulnerability as much as he admired his strength and 
his creativity, or any other facet of Nick's personality that he's learned to see - some of which didn't have 


names in his mind yet, neither in English nor in German. 


Now that Nick's anger and confusion were getting subdued, Nick felt those primal urges towards Blixa 


reawakening. He straightened up, securing one arm around Blixa and pushing Blixa's mouth open with his tongue. 


There's nothing, Blixa contemplated, that he loved more than kissing Nick up until this point, closing his eyes and 
exploring the sensuality of the other man. At once it felt like the world had stopped for them, but it also felt 
like he'd been stripped of any power of his own, at least when it came to capturing that moment before he 
would discover it was just a wonderful dream or delirium. He closed his eyes and Nick's body heat felt so 
warm against him, his physical performance had all the confidence he had previously lacked while he tried to 


bare his heart out to Blixa. Nick was second to none. 


When Nick's mouth left his, Blixa was a bit short of breath and his thoughts were racing at a rate he thought 
he couldn't catch up withsighed, trying to will his thoughts into staying still 


He wanted to continue, he wanted to put small kisses on the other man's neck, he wanted to have him - and to 
be honest Blixa's desire for Nick had been all over the place by now so much that he didn't know what to with 
himself, he only knew that his wish won't be fulfilled right there and then because someone could walk in on 
them at any moment. But how can you stay calm, how can you control yourself, when the world's most oddly 
attractive creature is holding you, tasting you with passion that's equal only to your own passion towards him? 
The thought of having to hold back, when all he wanted was to give in to his passion, was infuriating. It took 
him every bit of self-control to not do something he shouldn't, like reach his hand for Nick's trousers and pull 
down on his zipper, for one. As much as he wanted Nick, he knew that some patience will pay off for them in 
the long run, and being too careless might royally screw things up now, not only for Nick and for himself, but 


for the band in general. 


Nick played with his hand in Blixa's hair, his eyelids still heavily closed. Whether it was because he was avoiding 
Blixa or because he needed to concentrate all of his attention on Blixa, as if to memorize each part he was 
touching through his fingertips, it was as unclear to him as much as it was unclear to Blixa. It had beauty, the 
fragility of this moment, Blixa thought, like being dragged down into the depth of a dark and melancholic tune 
that those fingers which were tangled in his hair had not crafted yet. He should have a serious talk with Nick 
about that, because the idea of being his muse, of being put on a pedestal, had begun to disturb him more 
than Nick's rapid show of emotions. But it was a talk for later, he told himself. He moved his hand to rub 
Nick's chest, and in response Nick had barely stifled a giggle, his chest rising and falling accordingly. Blixa's own 
expression began to mirror Nick's subconsciously. It might be alright after all. Their friendship survived worse 


than Nick's inner struggles, there's no reason love won't pummel through some hardships just as well. 


Expressing what feelings he has for Nick should not be one of those hardships. 


| was holding back for your sake, Nicholas, | had no clue how much it pained you. | promise it won't happen 
again," Blixa held Nick's chin up, looking at him. "l'm the happiest when I'm with you because | know we're the 
same, | see the way you look at me, it's clear that we're the strongest when we're together.. And | just want 
you to know that NOTHING will change that" 

Nick grunted. "Strong? Nah, lm a jumbled mess at the best of times. You're the one holding me together." 


"You're no greater mess than | am!" Blixa announced -- his usual insolence fully intact, "What you call being a 


mess, | call the scars of a life spent with no fear or ever standing still” 

‘Or maybe | was just being careless, with my own heart - and now yours - by setting us up for something 
that can never be. We're on our way to something irreversible. | don't want to hurt you." His voice was deep 
but soft. 


"Hurt me?" Blixa asked, aghast. Nick's tone was so warm and benevolent, he couldn't bring himself to imagine it. 


Nick's voice was casual now. "I'm not threatening, Blixa. Let's just go home and call it a day, uh.. Our bums our 


probably bruised from rocking that boat, we should go and rub something on it." 
"Is that your way of keeping me away from you? It's very ineffective." 
"Um..." Nick laughed. "It's not working." 


"No," Blixa wrapped his arm around Nick and pecked his lips. "Let's go and tell them we're done." He kissed him 


agai n. 


